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Spill your blood in field and meadow
So that it turn to sap for olives.
So that your bones be turned to oak.
Blood that cares not to be spilt.
Youth that dare not offer it
Is not blood and is not youth.
And will neither sprout nor bloom.

Youth must needs press on, press forward,
Youth can never fail to conquer ;
All the perils of the future
Shall be met by Spanish youth.

The harvest was over but it had not yet been
gathered in. On the horizon, behind the Sierra,
leaden clouds were gathering. The stacks in the
field were becoming yellower and yellower, and the
soldiers said : "If the rain comes the pods will
burst open and all our work will have been for
nothing." At least a dozen times a day I telephoned
to the " Coinandancia," but always received the
same answer. " Lorries cannot come out so far ;
we have no carts and the mules that were promised
us haven't yet arrived." Twice I sent our commissar
to the Pardo, but in vain. The faces of my soldiers
became graver every moment, and to make matters
worse a fine drizzle began to fall towards evening.
I sat in my shelter pouring out impotent curses on
the heads of the Pardo authorities. Felipe came to
warn me that a deputation of soldiers had arrived